HIPP OLYT U S
Theseus
Alas7 what are you doing to me, my son?
Hippolytus
I am dying. I can see the gates of death.
Theseus
And so you leave me, my hands stained with murder.
Hippolytus
No, for I free you from all guilt in this.
Theseus
You will acquit me of blood guiltiness?                             1450
Hippolytus
So help me Artemis of the conquering bow!
Theseus
Dear son, how noble you have proved to me!
Hippolytus
Yes, pray to heaven for such legitimate sons.
Theseus
Woe for your goodness, piety, and virtue.
Hippolytus
Farewell to you, too, father, a long farewell!                      1455
Theseus
Dear son, bear up. Do not forsake me.
Hippolytus
This is the end of what I have to bear.
I'm gone. Cover my face up quickly.
Theseus
Pallas Athene's famous city,
what a man you have lost! Alas for me!                              1460
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